
v 32 T he Two Noble Kinfmen. 

What Ihouid I doe, to make him know I love him 
For I would fame enjoy him ? Sqy I ventur’d * 

To £ct him free what faiesthelaw then ? Thus much 
For La v,or kindred : I will doe it> 

And this night, or to morrow he fhall love me. £ x it 

This fliortfla. Scama 4; %"*** T hefem,Bipolita i TirithcH li 
nil, of Cor- * € mill a ; tArcitewith a GarUnA,0-c. 

nett and Th«j ; You have done worthily j I have not feenc 

Showtcs with* Since Herculetp. man of tougher fynewes; 

What ere you are,you run the bcft,atid wraftlc, 

That tbefe times can allow- 
Arcite. I am proud to pleafe you* 

} Thef What Countrie bred you ? 

Arcite . This; but far off, Prince. 

Thef. Are you a Gentleman ? 

Arcite. My father faid fo ; 

And to thofe gentle ufes gave me life . ■» 

Thef Areyouhisheire? 
cArcite. His yongeft Sir* 

Thef Your Father 

Sure is a happy Sire then : what prooves you ? 

tArcite. A little of all noble Qualhties .• 

I could have kept a Hawke, and well have holloa’d 
To a deepe crie of Dogges ; I dare not praife 
My feat in horfemanfidp ; yet they that knew me 
W ould fay it was my belt pecce : laft,and greate£, 

I would be thought a Spiildier. 

Thef Youareperfed. 

*Pirith. Vpon my foule, a proper man. 

Emilia. Heisfo. 

Per. How doe you like him Ladie ? 

Htp. I admire him, 

I have not feene fo yang a man,fo noble 
(It hefay true,)ofhis fort. 

Emil. Beleevc, 

His mother was a wondrous handfonic woman, 

His face me thinkes,goe$that way* 

Hjf But his Body ^ 


TkTwo Noble Kinfmtti If 

. flr u minde.illuftrate a brave Father. 

’ tSrke how his vertue.likc a hidden Su» 

£«tbr.ogl> | b«l>*fttga«i»ts. 

joe-"! *'f 

J® f u -h a well-found wondcr,as thy worth, 

Fo «Kly thy Gonrt.ofall ‘he world 

'C/l«taw«d S 'ar=w OT hT. 

Mor {hall yo u y™ r ^ lfh :T 
pifpofe ofthis faire ©entlcman. 

Tt-' SSjSgvE^ pl’y obferve her goodneffei 

ta toUiMorad htt faire P birth-a«y,withy.ur VCCKCI, 

S“"^dW»rhire ikiffe her («re hand Sir. 
^«/shr>y*ar 

^Lofttwo/*i= Crccore) b« offend, you. 

Command him die, He feall. 

y™ fay 

Ce a horfato. 1 need, to«you 

Thisafter noonc to ride,butasa rough oe. 

virc. 1 like himbetter ( Prince) I &all n0t thcn 

Freeze in my Saddle. 

Thef- Sweet,you mutt be readie. 

And you Emilia, and you ( Friend) and all 
To morrow by the Sun, to doe obfervancc 
To flowry May, in wood : vvaite well Sir 

Vpon your Mittris : Emelj) Ihope 
He (hall not goc a foote. g w 
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